HOW glad shall we be to lay by,
On that great, dear day when we enter on life,
The wisdom of earth, which is ever more conscious of

error,
The pleasure of earth, which is bitter as gall to the

tasting,
The success of earth, which turns swiftly to dust and

decay,

All this tawdry and threadbare cloak of existence,
All that we have and we are, save the things that abide,
Love given of God,
Simple joy in His beautiful world,
The glad sweet laughter of childhood.

IF it be joyful as this
To know Thee and live with Thee here on this earth,

0 Lover divine,

Where our eyes arc blinded

By the dust of the world,

And our ears are deafened

By its roaring traffic;

Ah what miracles of joy,

Unspeakable by human lips,

Unthinkable by human minds,

The veil of the future now conceals,

When at last we shall lay aside this feeble and narrow-

souled being,
To be clothed, in death, with immortal youth.
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